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I lodged in the empty summer palace of one of the
Whittalls, who were Englishmen and the merchant
princes of Turkey and had grown so great and so numer-
ous that, as it was said, c< They were a family that had
narrowly avoided becoming a nation."
I could not sleep. I got up and walked out in the
light of the great moon. The forest lay quiet. Now
and again a hidden wind would sigh through the trees
and carry up an unknown scent that was a lure. Far
away a jackal called. Without warning a nightingale
close at hand caught its breath and burst into liquid song,
and a dozen more in the forest answered, and from
pools a thousand frogs woke the night and the tree
crickets called on twenty different notes. Then they
died to sleep and left the forest quiet except for the
but half-heard ground noises, and the wonder of the
night was supreme.
I walked a little way. From a house where the
gendarmes slept came the sound of steady blows, not
fierce or cruel but steady and methodical and brutal.
They were beating Yanni, as they beat all prisoners for
information, and his tormented gasps came sighing
and droning across the still night like the winter's wind
round an old house. My hair stiffened in sudden anger.
And then I remembered the woman of the Village of
Jews with her arms a red staircase of wounds and the
gendarme as he stirred on the head of the pass and
groaned in agony ; and I went home to sleep.